Because she cannot such another shew.
But must we say she's dead ? May't not be said,
That as a sunder'd clock is piecemeal laid,
Not to be lost, but by the maker's hand
Repolish'd, without error then to stand ?
Or as the Afric Niger stream enwombs
Itself into the earth, and after comes
(Having first made a natural bridge, to pass
For many leagues) far greater than it was,
May't not be said that her grave shall restore
Her greater, purer, firmer, than before ?
Heav'n may say this, and joy in't; but can we,
Who live and lack her here, this Vantage see ?
What is't to us, alas! if there have been
An angel made a throne or cherubim ?
We lost by't; and as aged men are glad,
Being tasteless grown, to joy in joys they had
So now the sick-starv*d world must feed upon
This joy, that we had her who now is gone.
Rejoice then, Nature, and this world, that you,
Fearing the last fire's hastening to subdue
Your force and vigour e*er it were near gone,
Wisely bestowed and laid it all on ooe;
One whose dear body was 90 pure and thin,